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quintessence of human contentment, but there were
times, especially of late, when he had come to feel the
steadfast friendliness of books, their loyalty in the hour
of tribulation. And to-day his warm study, and the
brown-covered book of essays he had bought second-
hand yesterday because it looked curious, were blessed
symbols of sanctuary to him.

He settled himself in the chair and opened the book.
A phrase, almost at once, caught his eye:

"Those men and women to whom Providence has
allotted the leisure for passions. ..."

His mind came to rest upon that, clung to it, worried
it. ... The leisure for passions. . . . There was
a subtle sting in the words. These affairs of the heart,
then, these magnificent abandonments of the world for
love's sake, were part of the privilege accorded to
wealth and leisure. It was an aspect of the matter
that had never occurred to him. Outside his narrow
social sphere, there were "the others". They were
tierks, farmers, corn-chandlers, labourers, servants.
They worked hard. Love, if it came to them at all,
came simply, and was metamorphosed at once into the
state of marriage. ... So that his heartache, his
misery, were luxuries, unimportant accessories, like
his silk shirts and his dress sword. They were not
fundamental, they did not, in the sum total of life,
matter very much.

A coal fell on to the hearth. He stooped and picked
it up, throwing it back on to the fire. . . . Damn!
The thing had been hotter than he thought. There
were white marks on bis finger and thumb. And, after
all, he needn't have done it. He could have used the
tongs. . . . His mind played for a moment with the
shadowy analogy between his burnt fingers and his